

The mojl lament able. Trage die 

Exit all but M arcus andTit us* 

CMarcus. My Lore! to ftep out ofthefc dririe dumps, 

How comes it that the fubtilc Queene ot(jotbcs t 
Isofa fodaine thus aduanedin Rome? # 

Tttus* I know not Marcus: butlknowitis, 

( “Whether by deuife or no) the heaaens can tell, 

Is flie not then beholding to the man, 

Thatbrought her for this high good turnefo farre? 

Enter the Emperor ^Tatnoraand her two fonne / ^rvith the Afoorg 
at one doore* ' Enter At the other do ore Bajsiantts and 
L amnia with others. 

Saturn. So BafsUnns, you h aue plaid your prize, 

God giuc you ioy fir of your gallant Bride* 

'Bafsi. And you of yours my Lord! fay no more, 

Nor wifh nolcffe, and fo I cake my leaue* 

Satur. Tray cor, if Rome hauclaw, or we haue power, 
Thou and thy faftion fhall repent this Rape* 

Ba/sta . Rape call you it my Lord, to ceafc my oWne, 

Mv true betrothed loue, and now my wife* 

But let the lawesof Rome determine all, 

Meane while I am pofleft of that is mine. 

Sattir . Tis good fir, you are very fhort with vs. 

But if we line wcele be as lliarpe with you. 

B afsian* My Lord, what I haue done asbeft 1 may, 
Anfwerel rnuft, and fhall do with my life, 

Onel y thus much 1 giue your Grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble Gentleman, Lord Thus hecre, 

Is in opinion and in honour wrong’d, 

That mtherefeue of Lautwa, 

With his owne hand did flay his youngeft fonne. 

In zcale to y ou,and highly snoud to wrath, 
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of Thus An Aronicuh / 

To be conttould in that he frankdy gauc, 

Rcceauc him then to fauour Saturnine, 

That hath expreft himfclfe in all his deedes 
A Father and a friend to thee and Rome. 

Titus . Prince Bafsianut lcaae to plead my deeds* 

Tis thou, and thofc, that haue diflionoured me, 

Rome and the righteous heauens be my iudge, 

How I haue lou d and honoured Saturnine. 

Tamora, My worthy Lord if c\xcxTamora 9 
Were gracious in thofc princely eyes of thino» 

Then heare me fpeake indifferently fcr all : 

And at my futc ( fwcetc) pardon what is part. 

Smut* What Madam , be difhonoured openly , 

And bafelyputitvp without revenge? 

Tamora ♦ Not fo my Lord, thcGods of Rome forfend 
I fhoilld be Author todifhonour you* 

But on mine honour dare I vndertake, 

Forgood Lord Titus innocence in all : 

Whofcfury not difTcrobled fpeakes his griefes : 

Then at my futc lookc gracioufly on him, 

Loofc notfo noble a friend on vainefuppofc, 

Nor with fowre lookes afflift his gentle heart. 

My Lord, be ruld by me, be wonne at laft, 

Diflemble all your griefes and discontents, 

You are but newly planted in your Throne, 

Lead then the people, and Patricians too, 

Ypon a iufl furuay take T w/part* 

Andfofupplantvs foringratude, 

Which Rome reputes to be a hainous finne. 

Yccld at intreats, and then let me alone 
lie finde a day to maflacre them all. 

And race their faction and their farailic. 

The crucll Father, and his traytrousfennes, 

T o whomc 1 f^cd f or my deere fonne* life* 

C And 


